TWO ON A TOWER

that a young man, full of ardour for that spectacle,
would forego it at the last moment to return to a hum-
drum domesticity with a woman who was no longer a
novelty ?

If she could only leave him to his career, and save
her own situation also! But at that moment the pro-
position seemed as impossible as to construct a triangle
of two straight lines. O that last fatal evening with
him!

In her walk home, pervaded by these hopeless
views, she passed near the dark and deserted tower.
Night in that solitary place, which would have caused
her some uneasiness in her years of blitheness, had
no terrors for her now. She went up the winding-
path, and, the door being unlocked, felt her way to
the top. The open sky greeted her as in times pre-
vious to the dome-and-equatorial period; but there
was not a star to suggest to her in which direction
Swithin had gone. The absence of the dome suggested
a way out of her difficulties. A leap in the dark, and
all would be over. But she had not reached that
stage of action as yet, and the thought was dismissed
as quickly as it had come.

The new consideration which at present occupied
her mind was whether she could have the courage to
leave Swithin to himself, as in the original plan, and
singly meet her impending trial, despising the shame,
till he should return at five-and-twenty and claim her ?
Yet was this assumption of his return so very safe?
How altered things would be at that time! At
twenty-five he would still be young and handsome;
she would be five-and-thirty, fading to middle-age and
homeliness, from a junior's point of view. A fear sharp
as a frost settled down upon her, that in any such
scheme as this she would be building upon the sand.

She hardly knew how she reached home that night.
Entering by the lawn door she saw a red coal in the
direction of the arbour. Louis was smoking there, and
he came forward.
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